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«. «vho Is the Frontier Phantom ? Is he man or myth ? Is he friend or 
^. enemy ? 'Roving Marshal, Lash LaRue, knows the answer, but he never . : 
•^ suspects that it will play an important port m pnovincJ that he didn't 
£ co-mmttacrijnea^dthat it is impossible to be in two places at - 
L the sam? time / 
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THAT em SHOT CAME 
FROM THE SANK: 
SOMEBODY SET. 
SHERIFF LAVLOR 
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JUMPING SAGEBRUSHES.' ) AFTER THE SHESlFF EXPLAINS-- 
\TH£N I WAS RIGHT 



--AND THATS THE J NO. SHERIFF: 
WHOLE STORY, /UNLE6S IT'S 

LA&H : OO VL) H < PART OF BIG 
HAVE ANY IDEA A TIM CRONE'S 
WHO MIGHT WANT 

TO GET YUM IN 

TROUBLE SY Dig' 

GUI&iNG HIMSELF 

AS YUH AND THEN 
PULLING A 
ROBBERY ' 
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-^ FRANK" ' 




LASH LARUE WESTERN 




LASH LaRUE WESTERN 




lash larue western 

I Q?ATES- 




LASH LaRUE WESTERN 





NOW THAT THOSE OUTLAWS j I DON'T kNOW.BUT IF >OU 
ARE SA^ELV LOCKEP UP, / EVER WANT To LOOK ME UP, 
FRONTIER, I'M HEADING >LASH : JUST FIND A SPOT IN 
BACK TO THE CHIEF , .£ WHICH THERE'S A LOT OF 

MARSHAL'S OFFICE.'/**— t TROUBLE AND I'LL BE 

WHEN WILL I SEE 7l SURE ^ -— _— THERE' 

VOU AGAIN ? r~^ WOULDN'T WANT TO BE 




©ONT Mi&S THE WEXT THRILL- FftCKED ADVENTURE OF THE 
FRONTIER. PWANTCW IN THE NEXT ISSUE OF IAW teWE WsrgW. 
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THIS IS THE NEWS SHOTTEN'S 
BEEN WAITING FER '. I'D SETTER 
SET THE INFORMATION T^ 
PRONTO.' 
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-VoPThEN WHATS THIS ] SOMEONE PUT THIS BUTTON 
BUTTON DOING IN VOUR j IN MV HAND JUST AS "THEY 
HAND ? IT MATCHES / DID WITH MY GUN .' I TELL 
THE ONE MISSING f VUH. I'VE BEEN FRAMED/ 
ROW JUD'S SHIRT .'^ NEVER WOULD HAVE HURTy 
AAV BUDDY ,' , 




MOT IF I 
WHERE > 


LED HIM 
Vli WERE 


TO A PLACE j 
HIDINS J^^ 


4LL RIGHT.' As SOON AS 
I LDCkLWHITEY UP, I'LL 
SPREAD THE STORY 
AROUND TOWN I j 
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A DEAD PIGEON TIED LIKE 
THI&, UNLESS SOME OF TWIG 
BBCKEN GLASS CUTS THESE 
■ ROPE5 BINDING ME 



RS THE TWO BANDITS RL1S 
LASH 


■1 OUT AFTER 


HE KNOCKED 
GUN AWAV i 
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WOUNDED, COWMAN, 




WfcOC STEED had his problems, and they 
■" were not all medical by any means. The 
town of New Rockport was big enough to 
demand two doctors. At first, when he came. 
Doc Steed had been treated in a friendly 
fashion, everyone had welcomed him. Even 
the other, older doctor, Doc Millingham, had 
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* welcomed hirr 



The 



practic 



big enough so that it seemed he would make 
a comfortable living in this frontier town. 

And then he had made a mistake. He had 
treated a nester. Doc Steed hadn't been aware 
that it was a mistake. There was nothing in 
his medical books or in his Hippocratic oath 
to tell him it was a mistake. He had thought 

- it was a doctor's job to minister unto anybody 
who happened to be sick or hurt. 

The nester's name was Ephraim Teller. He 
had caught a rifle slug in his chest, just above 
the heart. It was said he would have died if 
Doc Steed hadn't acted quickly. Ephraim's 
yellow-hatred daughter. Mary Lou, had rid- 
den twelve miles to town to fetch the doctor. 

_ When Ephraim was in fit shape to speak, 
he had said the shot was accidental. He had 
been cleaning his own rifle. Doc Steed was 
enough of a medical man not to believe this, 
but he was also enough of a westerner to 
know that you shouldn't call a man a liar off- 
hand. He reported to the sheriff, and he 
quoted Ephraim. He made no further com- 

■tnent. 

But Doc Steed's business fell off abruptly. 
Patients no longer came to his office. "Even 
the non-paying patients," Doc told himself, 
ruefully. When he walked down the street 
past the Cattleman's Hotel, the Post Office, 
the General Store, the Wells Fargo, the Stage 
Office, there was a strange chilly silence in- 
stead of the friendly. "Howdy. Doc!" that he 
was used to. Men turned their backs. 
Once a fellow came staggering out of the 



saloon, faced him with bleary eyes, uttered, 
"Nester-lover!" and spat in the dust-laden 
street. Then Doc Steed knew what he had 
begun to suspect. 

Doc Steed had something in his heart call- 
ed courage. He had plenty of time on his 
hands, and he could have moped and deplored 
his fate. Or be could have moved away, run- 
ning as a coward might do. Or he could have 
admitted his mistake to this cow-minded com- 
munity and. perhaps, have got back in the 
good graces of the powers. 

Instead, he poured over his medical books, 
learning things he hadn't known before, re- 
freshing himself on lessons already learned. 
Yet, he was not a rich man. He couldn't hold 
out long without business. 

The sound of a soft footstep roused him 
from his books. He looked up. He faced Mary 
Lou, the yellow-haired daughter of Ephraim 
Teller. She had a gun in her slender hand. 

"You've got to come with me. Doc!" she 
said. 

He rose quietly and faced her. "Shoot!" he 
said. 

She looked surprised, a little frightened. 

"Shoot me," he repeated. "I won't go any- 
where or do anything under gunpoint." He 
stood firm. 

Her red lips quivered. Her hand shook a 
little. She released the gun, and it dropped 
to his desk. Tears rolled down her cheeks. 

"All right, buck up! What is it?" he asked 
as he put his arm across her shoulder. 

She sobbed, "Oh, Doc. please come with me. 
Out to our place. I didn't want to use the 
gun, but I was afraid after what happened 
before you wouldn't come. You've got to come. 
Please !" 

"Somebody's hurt?" 

"Somebody's shot!" 
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Doc Steed grabbed his instrument satchel 



and followed the yellow-haired girl. 

As they rode side by side, Doc asked, "Your 
Dad get shot again?" 

"No, not him," said Mary Lou. "It's Rex 
Monarch." 

"Rex Monarch?" Doc Steed's surprised ex- 
clamation implied a great deal. "What, for 
instance, was Rex Monarch, biggest cattleman 
m the territory, doing around the farm of a 
despised nester?" he uttered softly to him- 
self. Mary Lou sensed the question and 
answered. 

"He came to order us off our land, He holds 
a mortgage, you know. And Dad stood in the 
door with his gun and said if anybody tried 
to throw him off his land, he'd shoot 'em. Then 
there was a shot, and Rex Monarch tumbled 
off his horse." 

"Your Dad shot him?" said Doc Steed. 

"No! Believe me! Dad. never fired his gun!" 

Doc Steed remained silent, wondering about 
the truth of this. 

"You don't believe me, do you?" asked the 
girl- 

Doc turned to face her. He looked into her 
eyes. He believed her. It was this belief and 
his hunch that made Doc draw up his horse 
and caution the girl to do likewise. They 
waited in a clump of cottonwoods just before 
they got to the small nester farm. "You stay 
here!" he ordered. "I'm going ahead to see 
what's up." 

He approached cautiously on foot, 'his in- 
strument case in his left hand and his Colt .45 
in his vight. So engrossed was he that he was 
unaware that the yellow-haired girl was right 
behind him all the way. 

Doc Steed got next to one of the windows 
of the shack-like farm house. He could hear 
voices, low but not whispered. 

"Old Rex is wounded. He'll die!" said one 
voice. "We leave.him here, and they'll think 
the nester did*n£>ye'*e in the clear." 

"But what does that get us?" asked another 
voice. 

"Dumb Ox!" exclaimed the first. "Rex is 
dead. His spread is in confusion. Nobody 



knows who's the head of it. They're all busy 
with his funeral. That's when we move in and 
take out the choice beef! It's made to order 
for fool-proof rustling!" 

Doc moved around to the front and kicked 
open the door. "I think not. gentlemen t" 

One of them flashed a gun. 

Doc squeezed the trigger, and the man yell- 
ed and grabbed his gun arm. The other two 
raised their hands, sullenly. Stepping in, Doc 
kept a wary eye on the three rustlers, but 
he was concerned to see the nester, Ephraim 
Teller, lying unconscious, and to see Rex 
Monarch lying still in a pooi o£ blood and 
bleeding freely. 

"If only I had some way to hold these 
rustlers whiie I work on the wounded man," 
he thought aloud. 

His words were answered by a soft voice. 
"Line them up against the wall, and I'll hold 
them there!" The yellow-haired girl had a 
gun in her hand. Doc knew she meant it. 

He worked on Rex Monarch, stopped the 
blood, dressed the wound. The cattle baron 
opened his eyes just about the same time that 
Ephraim Teller came to. 



■»EX MONARCH looked up into the eyes 
■*•' of Doc Steed. He seemed to sense that 
the medico had saved his life. "Doc," he said, 
his voice weak. "I thank yuh. You'll get yore 
patients back again. I'm sorry I called them 
off. You ain't a nester-Iover after all." 

"Yes, I am," said Doc Steed, firmly. "And 
you should be, too. It was this nester—" and 
he gestured toward the yellow-haired girl — 
"who saved your life!" 

Rex rolled his eyes toward Mary Lou. He 
saw the rustlers lined against the wall, their 
hands raised. He saw Ephraim Teller, sitting 
up, rubbing the bump on his head. Under- 
standing seemed to come into the cattle king*« 
eyes. He grinned at Doc Steed and saidi 
"Reckon I've had things a bit wrong. Reckon 
there's room out here for me and the nesters 
too. An' I reckon there's a whole lot of room 
for a real good doc!" 

THE END 
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BETTER FERNET 




LASH LaRUE, star of Western Adventure Productions 







□ vorite Iheatfe for the 
dale they will show the following 
pictures, starring Lash laRue. 

OUTLAW COUNTRY 
SON OF BILLY THE Kits 
DEAD MAN'S GOLD 
MARK OF THE LASH 
FRONTIER REVENGE 
SON OF A BAD MAN 



